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88 The Two Noble Kinfmen. 

The bliffefull dew of heaven do’s arowze you. 

The powerfully**, well hath grac’d her Altar, 

And given you your love : Our Mafter Afars 
Haft vouch’d his OracIc,and to gave 

The grace of the Contention : So the Deities 
Have (he wd due juftice : Scare this hence. 

Tal. O Cofen, „ 

That we fhould things defire,which doe colt u$ 

The lofle of our defire ; That nought could buy 
Deare love, but lofle of dearelove. 

Thef. Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtler Game:The conquerd triumphes. 

The vi&or has the Lofle : yet in the paffage. 

The <*ods have beene moft equall j P alamort. 

Your kinfeman hath confeft the right o’th Lady 
Did lye in you, for you firft law her, and 
Even then proelaimdyourtancie tHereftord her 
As your ftolne Icwell,and defir’d your Ipirit 
To fend him hence forgiven ; The gods my juftice 
Take from my hand, and they themfelves become 
The Executioners : Leade your Lady off; 

And call your Lovers from the ftage of death. 

Whom I adopt my Frinds. A day or two 
Let us looke ladly.and give grace unto 
The Funetallof Arcite, in whole end 
The vifages of Bridegroomcs weele put on 
And fmile with c Palamon-fat whom an houre, 

But one houre fince J was as dearcly ferry, 

As glad of tArcitc \ and am now as glad. 

As for him forry. O you heavenly Charmers, 

What things you make of us ? For what we lacke 
We laugh, for what we havc,are forry ftiil, 

Are children in fome kind. Let us be thankcfull 
For that which js,and with you leave dilpute 
That are above our queftion ; Let’s goc off. 

And beare us like the ticnej . Thrift* Tntuitt* 

Epilogue* 


1 


epilogve: 

Would now askeye how ye like the Play, 
iButas it is with Schoole B oyes, cannot fay, , 

im cruell fear e full : pray yet fay a while, 
rid let me looke upon ye : No man fmile ? 

•then it goes hard I Jee ; He that has 
lov'd a yong hanfome wench thenft ow his face: 
fis grange if none be heere , and if he will 
Again (l his Confcience let him hijfe , and kill 
Our Markets Tisin vaine, I fee to ft ay yee. 

Hive at the w or ft can come,then-,Now what fay ye ? 
And yet miftake me not: 1 am not bold 
We have no fuchcaufe. Jfthe tale we have told 
(tor tis no other ) any way content ye) 

(For to that honeftpurpofe it was ment ye) 

We have our end j and ye Jh all have er e long 
l dare fay many a better , to prolong 
tour old loves to us : we, and all our might, 
l ft at your fervice , Gentlemen, good night. 

Florifh. 


FINIS. 
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